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EARTHSTONE.

Atherton wero quietly married, and then went
abroad. When they roturned, a year Iater, the
bride had developed inton regal-looking woman
of surpnssing grace and sweetness, worthy In
all things of tho devoted affostion her husband
lavished on hier. She nover forgotl the resolu-
tions she had formed on finding horself fuco to
face, ns It wore, with death, In the lonely vault
of Tremalne Court; nor of the clear conviction
that had then forced itsclf on hor mind of the
utter vanity of all earthly things, and thetr
paltry luslgalficance whon compared with those
of eternity.

; Colonel Atherton, after Lhelr return from
their bridnl tour, had hnd tho family dinmonds
reset with n splendour befitting their grent
value, intending his bride should wear them
when presented at Court, but Lilllan never went
to London, nover miogled, for even one brief
§eason, in the glittering gnleties and bowllder-
ing pleasures of fashionable life.  Rumours
went abrond of the superb bLeauty and regal
bearing of the bride, and mon hinted, dubl-
ously, thnt Nevitle Athorton must be jealous,
afrald to trust so fulr a wife amid London'
temptation®; but it wax Mrs. Atherton herself
who potitioned thut they should dwell in their
beautiful country home, nmonyg their own ten-
antry, scoking to do gaxl to thelr kind, and to
live for a futurc world as well ns for this. Hor
husband, who enred little for men's opinlons,
and still less for pleasures, of whosa cinptiness
he had wenrled long years ago, readily acqui-
osced in her wishes,

Atherton Tark often snw visitors within its
precinety, for the place had ever been noted for
its princely hospitalities, and on such occisions
Lilllan's patricinn beauty and fominine grace
dlled her husband with panrdonable pride, and
with admiring wonder the guests who had, per-
haps, heard her eriticized asx pradish and strait-
laced, or condemned ns bigoted and fanaticil,

Mrs. Atherton and Muarguret continued to re-
side with the happy couple in an affectionute
intercourse thut was never dimmed by a cloud,
and beautlful, intelligent chlldrer grew up
arotind them, fllling the stately homestead with
additional sunshlue.

Both sistors, Ly their pure, womanly vir-
tues, spotless lves, and nctive, unweurying be-
nevol , inally led in wiping out the
spocles of adlum that had, through so muny
wsencrations, nttached lixelf to the name of the
Tremaings of Tremalne Court.

THE END.

A. B. C.

ngol of blushing cighteon ;
321l whore the Angel was soen ;
haperono who chenated at cards ;
is tho Douxtomps with Frank ofthe Guards ;
is hor Eye, killing slowly but surely ;
is the Fan, whonce it pooped s0 domurely ;
is the Qlove of superlative kid ;
1 is the 1Innd which it spitefully hid ;
I is the ico which the fair one demauded H
J is the Juvenilo, that duinty who handed ;
K is tho Korcliof, n raro work of art ;
L is the Lace which composed the chief part ;
M istho old Mnid who watched tho ehits dance ;
is the Nose sho turnod up ut cuch glance ;
Q is tho Olga (Just thon in its prime) ;
Pis the Purtner who woulda't keap timo ;
'y tho Quadrille, put instend of the Lancers ;
¢ Romonstrances mado by tho dancers ;
Sis the Suppor, where all went in pairs ;
T is the Twaddle thoy talked on the stairs ;
U is the Uncle whu thought ** we'd be goin ;')
is tho Voioo that his niece replied ** No” in;
W is the Waitor who snt up till eight;
X is the Exit, not rigidly straight ;
; is thda \f'nw/ning fit cm:ﬂ!d by"tho Ball ;
7 'or Z0ro, or nothing at all.'
? B-tl\n . . ! (lllln':‘rley’l ** Fly, Leaggs.”
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T0 THE BITTER END.

By Miss M. E. Braddon.

AUTHOR OF ‘ LADY AUDLEY'S SECRET,’ ETO.

-CHAPTER XXIX.~(Continued.)

0, the mon was mad evidently, a wretched
creature wlhiom grief had made distraught. Her
first thought had been right. She glanced to—
wards the door with a little look of terror, and
rose from her chair, her first impulse being to
fly. Richard Redmayuc laid his hand upon her
arm.,

« Stop,” ho said, “I want you to answer a
question. \What do you think of a man who
came to my housc under a false name, came to
a neighbourhood where he sbould have comeas
master and landowner ; came on the sly, pre-
tending to Ve a stranger; came into an honest
mnan's house and blighted the life of his chi}d;
tempted her away from home, under n lying
promise of marringe—1 have my dead gitl's let-
ter to prove that—and never meant to marry
her ; took her to a house that he had taken
under anofhor false name ; and when shoe died
in his arnis—struck dead ‘Jy the disco‘rer..y of
his falachood, as I know she was — within a
quarter of an hour of her entrance under that
roof, licd again, und swore she was his sister ;
then buried her in a nameless grave, far away
from her home, and lefs her doting father to
find out, Low Lust he might, what had begomn
of his onlychild ? Whatdo you think ofsuch
a man as that, Lady Clevedon 2*

«1What can I think,” snid Georgie, who had
grown very pale, cexcept that he was a vil-
lain 7"

# A most consummate villnin, eh 7"

# A most consmnmate villain.”

#] am glad you are honest, enough to admit
that, said Richard Redmayne, flinging Grace's
loéket upon the table; with the false back open,
and the portrait exposed, #although the man is

ur husband.” o )
yo“ What do you moan, sir 7" criod Georgle.
# You must be mad to say such a thing.” .

« Look at that,” he snid, pointing to the mi-
niature ; “ whose face is that, do you think 7

for the fidelity of portruiture | The pho-
sh of Hubert Walgrave Harcross, improved
utificd Ly the miniature painter, every
re and thought and age climinated,
ghore newrly resembled the clegant ba—
"than the studious lawyer. Georgic's
h to beat wildly,and her hand shook
80 tauck, that she could scarcely lift that fatal
trinket. She did take it up, b
at it, with a long duspairin
-«This I8 my busband’s;
ghe said, in slow tremulouf]
docs that prove? Do yot

? can say would maki

that any-
inl; ill of

ny - u will stand by him, what-
. %‘l‘;;mac,’)”(:-riud Mr. Redinayne, ’with a
sardonic laugh, , ¢ Besides, it all happened be-

women cven like » man better for having been
a sgoundrel. No, I don’t suppose you will
think the worse of him for having broken my
Grace's heart.’

« How dare you talk to me like that ? If I
thought—if 1 could for a moment belicve that
lic had ever done so base o thing, ever been so
false and cruel ! But I am foolish and wicked
o trewble like this.  As if Ae ever could have
doue anything bawe, us if he could have beena
cownrd and a deceiver! How dare you come
here to try and frighten me with this senscless
accusation 7

% You have your hushnnd's picture in your
hand—the locket he sent my daught r.”

# Do you think I will believe that 2 cried
Guorgice, with a desperate courage, rendy to de-
fy this man—nay, Fute itself—rather thanack-
nowledge that her idol could err. # How can
T tell by what means you came by this locket ?
You may have found it somewhere, and invent-
ed this hateful story.”

a It was a love.gift to my daughter 5 there
are plenty who know that, There is o secret
spring, you sce —the portrait is not meant for
common eyes—quite nlover's trick.  And this
man was fiulse and secret in all he did.”

“The picture proves nothing,” Georgie snid,
with recovered lirmness, “and youracensation
in us ridiculous as it is oftensive. My husband
only enme to Englaml last year; until that
time hie had lived entirely abroad.”

#« Were you with him all the time, that yon
can answer for him 8o boldly 7 People come
buckwards and forwards sometimes, even with-
out telling all Ureir friends about it. I have
been to Brisbane and back twice within the last
seven years., That man came to Brierwood un-
der a false name, and amused himsclf looking
about his own estate, 1 suppose, on the sly ;
and when he got tired of that, amused himself
with breaking my danghter's heart. e cune
recommended by Jolin Wort, the steward ; and
when I wanted to haunt him down, John Wort
stood between him and my vengeance, Iate
sent me here to=day, or I might never have
kaown the namo of my daughter's murderer,

« T will not believe it,” repeated Georgie, but
this time in a hedpless hopeless tone, that was
very pitiful. O God ! the case secemed made
ontso fully, aned that miniature in her hand was
so0 strong u corroboration ot the miserable story.
What motive could this man have for torturing
her with a fabrieation 7 Were the accusation
ever so false—and false it must be—the accu-
sor spoke in good fuith. -

She put her hands before her face, trying to
be calm, to quict the fust-growing confusion of
her brnin,

«'['here is some mistake,” she said at last, « I
am very sorry for you ; but, belicve me, you
are completely wrong in your suspicion of my
husbuad 1 I do not know every detail of his
past life—and I think I do, for he has told me
wo much about himself—L know, at lenst, that
he ir good and honouwrable, utterly incapable of
a base or cownrdly action. I shoulil be most
unworthy of his love and trust, if I could think
ill of him. I cannottell how this mistake mny
haye arisen, or how you came by that locket ;
but I can sny—yes, with the utmost confidence
—that my husband is guiltless of any wrong
against you or yous dnughter.”

She raised her head proudly, lonking Francis
Jlovedon's alauderer full in the fuce. idven i
he were guilty, it was her duty to defend him ;
but she could not think him guilty. Circum-
stances might lie, but not Francis Clevedoa.
Richard Redmayne surveyed her with a half-
contemptuous pity.

« Of course you'll stand by him,” ho said ;
« gtand me out that he wasn't there, that the
portrait you've got in your hand is somebody
clse’s portruit. Wowen are always ready to do
that sort of thing. I'm very sorry for you, Ludy
Clevedon ; but I mean to have some kind of
reckoning with this truthful and honourble
husband of yours. I mean to let the world

hereabouts know what kind of o gentleman Sir

Francis Clevedon is, Where can I find him 7"
#You ar¢ not going to talk about this
wrotched business beforv everybody —to makea
scene 7 cried Georgie, with & woman's natural
horror of opun scandal.

#I menn to have it out with
whenever and wherever I see him,
back that locket, if you Flease.”
He took it from Georgic’s hand, aad tied it
to this watch-ribbon.

“You cannot see Sir rancis this ¢voning ;
it is quite impossible.”

«1'll find that out for mysclf,” he said, pass-
ing her, and going out of the room,

Georgic followed him into the hall, where

Sir Francis
Give me

he pauscd, looking ubout him with a puzzled
air.
by the open door, and Georgie felt herself snfo,
If nccessary, she wonld order them to turn
this man out of thu house.
ther than see her husband assailed in the midst
of his friends.
such an accusation might do him in the cstim-
ation of his little world, however bascless the
charge might be?

A couple of men-servants were Iounging

She would do it

Who could tell what mischicf

Mr. Redmayne went up to one of the ser-

vants, and asked whether Sir Francis was still
in the house.

“No, sir ; my master went back to . the

grounds just now with General Cheviot,Péu.
swered the man, looking at Richurd Redmaymno’s

pale face and loosened ncckerchicf with rome

visitors, and had clearly no business inth.
place ; yet he looked too respectable o %n
to have any sinister motive for hi~ "~tru

a gentleman who had been overcome by bitter
beer or champagne, perhaps, and had wan-
dered this way in mere purpose_lqe;%fn\uzu-.der-

ing. _ R
l"‘How long is it since hu went*out 7 asked
Ricbard impatiently, “What do v~ meanhy
¢ jurt now" "

«Ten minutes, ifiyou want to Le .. w.
mon exact about it ieplied the retainer, with
an offended air.  “# And, I say, if you're one of
the tenants, this ain't the place as you'rs in-
vitad to. There's tho tenants’ marquee: < tit's
your place.” i o

Rick Redmnyne passed’Himiwithout deigning
to notice this rcproot. If Francis Clevedon

‘| had gone back to the grounds, it was his busi-

ness to followphim. It mattered little whore
they mu, 50 16ng as they met speedily.
Georgie hud remained by the library door,
almost hidden Ly the deep embrasure, She
came out into the hall when Richard Radmayne
was gone.

#Send some onc to look for your master im-
mediately,” she said toone of the men, #orgo
yourself, if that will save time, and tell him I
want to spenk to him at enne in my own

X ied you,aund I suppose with a wo-
mhmafoesn'{ count, T've heard that some

room."

“the mic¢ e, and ¢

astonishment, He was not one of the hrwmr |

«Yes, my lady ; perhaps I'd better go my-
self.”

4 Yes, yes, I think you had. And be surc
you tell Sir Francis I wish to speak to him at
once.”

She stood in the porch for a little while,
watching the footman as he crossed the lawn,
making his way in and out among the company
with tulerable celerity.  She watched him till
he was out of sight, and then went slowly up
the bronk onk staircase to the room with the
oriel window, and flung hcrscll on licr kuees
before bher pet arm—chair, and buried her head
in the silken pillows,and sobbed asif her heart
were:broken, Yet she told heraclfl over and
over again that, conte what might, she would
never believe him guilty.  But what §f, when
she told him Richard Redmayne's acecusation,
as she meant to tell it, word for word—what if
be should admit the justice of the charge,
strike her dumb by the confession of his infu-
my ? Heinfumous, he a traitor, he who had so
often told her that his past life did not hold
act or thought that he cared to keep secret from
her ! Ho stand Lefore her unabashed, in the
character of a cold-lluoded seducer | The thing
was not possible,  And then she remaembered
the fuce that had swmiled at hee in the locket—
his face, and no othier. No thought of Hubert
Harcross, and t at notorious likeness Letween
the two men, ever lashed across her brain, Her
mind was too full of that onc imnge, Tove
narrows the universe to a circle hardly wider
than n wedding-ring. 8he could not look be-
yond the husband of her choice and the sha-
dow that had come between them.

She rose from her knees at last, after vainly
endeavouring to pray, and wont to the open
window, keeping herself hidden behind th sil-
‘ken curtain, and looking out across the idle
crowds with that brazen dance music sounding
in her cara — the slender thread of the last
strect sonyg spun out to attenuation in the last
popular waltz.

He would deny, ke would explain, she told
herself again and again, angey with her own
weak spirit for wavering ever so little, yet not
uble altogether lo overcome a sickening sease
of fear. 1f he would only come, nnd hear her
strange story, and set everything right with a
few words !

¢ He has but to look me in the fuce, and tell
me how deeply T bave wronged him, and my
heart will be at rest,” she said to herself, strain-
ing lier oyes in their search for that one famil-
liar figure, .
She could not see him, and he did not come
to her. She would have gone in quest of him
herself, but that would have been to run the
risk of missing him altogether, should he have
received her message, and be on this way to
her room. In that large houso, and in those
crowded grounds, it was so onsy to miss any
one. Ny, it way wiser to wait; and she waited,
looking at the villagers daucing iu the sunset,
at the lights beginning toshine out one by one
among the trees, as the evening shiudows deep-
vned, looking at them withont seeing them.

CHAPTER XXX,

€ AND THERE NEVER WAS MOONLIGHT S0 SWERT
As THIS,”

Weston Vallory, Leing freed from his dutics
by the breaking-up of the party in the red-
flagged tent a considerable time before Lady
Clevedon’s encounter with Mr, Redmayne, lost
no time in secking his rustic lune, whom he
discovered with some trouble scated a little
way upurt from the revellers, amidst a cluster
of pine trees, with Hubert Harcross stretched
at her fecet.

« I want to know why you used me so cruel-
1y, Miss Bond,” he said, with an nir of Leing
profoundly afilicted by her desertion. « 1
thuught you bad promised to sit next me at
dinner."’

wDid I 7 giggled the coquettish Jane, brid-
ling and simpering after her kind,  «I'n sure
1 didn’t remember anything about it. But you
do lbother so, there’s no knowing what one
says.”

"' Upon my soul, T consider your conduct most
heartless,” deawled Weston — # Jeaving me to
the tendor mercies of a stout lady in the laun-
dress interest, and her still stouter sister-in-law
who mangles. 1t was like sitling between two
animated fenther-beds, withi thne thermometer at
ninety-two—t sort of . +euptu Turkish bath,
without nuy dotches i v coplears dancing
out there, in a blay: + . 4 vine—eapital exer.
cise Jor reducing =ty I should think,
Will you do nnyi. wiry 77

4 No, thituk v ‘ged  for the Lnn-

cers, and I dot -~ Aunce anything
else.” -
S What, not woil. law wee o yellow sands,

and thero take hands,and so ou ? No down
partners, and that kind

of thi- ¢~
w> « you, —.urmured Miss bondlan-
guidly, . ning herself with her pocket-hand-

kerchic?, - it's too ‘ot for dancing.”
8hoe glunced urchly at Ar. Hurcross, who had
lifted himsclf into a sitting position, and was
surveying Weston ll‘l?_ily betwoen his  hal(-
T oead oyelids, o
~uo yon're bettar enraged,” said Mr. Val-
4uroing on his i,
A paitry trinmpic ; but Mr. Harcross
. malicious gratifiention in * taking it ont”
“WVeston, even in en smell a matter ns this.
Tuere are peopls -, i wweem to oceupy the snme
rank fr . -0 L otuci-beetlea—the only pos-
eible plewsc * we can have in relation with
tnem is in treading upon them.
£ter this, he was bound to devote himself to
Gid:however wearisomo her society
im. They strolled aw:y from the
croyWd. . hat wearying sound of popalar
dance music, walked into the wilder part ofthe
purk, and Mr, Harvross tried to abandon him-—
solf e ' to the amusement of the moment,
e i, atrest himself in the analysis of
this vaiu shallow natare ; mnd : the girl tell
him all about herself<ler cugagement to
Joseph Flood, tter flictation with Weston Val-
lory, and (hosu foolish drenms of some high for-
tune awaiting her in the future, which that in-
| sidious flatterer hnd awnkened in her inind, He
guve the girl u little good advics upon this ;
warned her to beware of such flattorers ns Wes-
ton Vallory, whose hum ge was very worthless
compared to the honest attachment of Mr.
Flood. )

« As for the good fortune which may befall
apretty girl like you, i”th: right man happens
to come across her pathway, that must always
remain an unknown quantity,” he sald gravely ;
#but I beliove that, for one protty girl who
marries above her station, thore aro a hundred

pretty girls who liveand dishappily enough—
perhaps quite as happlily as the hundred-and—
oneth —in their own sphere. I woulda't break
Mr. Flood’s heart, if I were you, for the sake of
a hypothotical remainder.”

“I'm sure I like Joseph well chough,” the
girl answered, shrugging her shoulders, and not
at all gratified by tho practical turn which the
conversution had tuken, I know he's very
fond of me, and has stood moro from
me than most men would stand from auy
girl.  He'd been following e over a yenr
before I ever said a civil word to him—follow-
ing me ns faithful as a dog ; but Le's so com-
mon | And if I marry him, I shall have to work
bard all my life”

4 My dear Miss Bond, if you married o duke;
you'd have to work u great dealharder.”

# What, do duchesses work 77

# Like galley-slaves. And yon'd have to
work harder than a duchess to the mannoer
born ; for first, you'd have to learn how to play
your part — the stage businuss, as actors say —
and then to play it,  Upon my word, if you
wish to take life casily, I wouldn't recommend
you {o aspire to the peernge.  An honest hus-
band, a tidy cottage, and a little garden, with
roser and swesthrier and honeysuckle climbing
nbout one's windows — good heavens | [ can
imagine no existence more perfect than a cot-
tag: shiared with the being onc loves, Unhap-
pily, it is only when we begin to descend the
slope of the hill that we discover what the per-
fection of human life menns.”

He was thinking of the cottage at Highgate
which he had meant to make go right abower,
und of the bird that had flown heavenward from
that fatal nest. #If I had only known 1" That
was the perpetual refrain of his lament, the
threnody which his soul was continually sing-
ing. Miss Bond found this somewhat serious
conversution less cunlerluining than Weston's
soft nothings ; but thure was a satisfaction in
the idea of taking a solitary stroll with one of
the gentlemen stewards instead of dancing with
the common herd, who made themselves so ob-
noxiously red and warm and breathless with
their excertions, and, as it were, a spectacle for
the eycs of non-dnncing mankind ; like wine-
flushed helots gyrating for the warning and in-
struction of Spartan youth.

Perhaps the best part of the whole business,
to Miss Bond’s mind, the circumstance that gave
zest and flavour to this quiet saunter, was the
idea that Joseph Flood, lashed into fury by the
puugs of jeulousy, was following her at a little
distance, under cover of the wood, meditating
vengeance upon her and her companion ; and
gnashinyg his teeth in impotent rage. Thedam~
sel had something of the angler’s instinct, and
it was nothing to have hooked her fish unless
she could have tho pleasure of playing him a
littlo, to his ineffable torture.

# T shall have a nico scene with Joscph to-
morrow, I dessay,” she said to Mr. Harcross.

# What, will he be jealous—even of me ?"

 Lord bless your heart, I should think he
would. He can’t abide for me to speak to any
one. I think he'd like to have me under lock
und key in Maidstone jail rather than that I
should enjoy myself a bit, making free with a
stranger.” .

Weston Vallory walked away from the grassy
cirole on which the dancors were disporting
themselves, smarting under Miss Bond's rebuff,
and vindi:tively disposed towards Mr. Harcross
as the primary cause of hishumiliation., It was
a very small thing, of course, this repulse from
a pert village beauty. Mr. Vallory admired the
damsel, but it is not to bo supposed he cared
for hor ; and yet he folt the affrout ag keenly
as if he had been stung by 2 woman he adored.
He was a man who felt small injuries ; indeed
bis whole existence was made up of petty
things. He had never cherished a wide aspir-
ation in the whole course of his carecr. His
value as a business man had chiefly consisted
in his appreciation of detail, his rapid percep-
tion of minutim. He wasa man who deeply
resented trifling affronts ; and an affront from
Hubert Harcross was thrice as bitter to him as
an afifront fromany oncelse. That unforgiven
wrong concerning Augusta rankled and festor-
ed. Itscemed as if this man was alwaysblock-
ing his pathway ; and after having spoiled the
entire scheme. of his lifo, must necds oust him
even in so trivisl o matter as a flirtation witha
pretty peasant girl.

After this vexation he was in no humour for
any further excertions for the amusement of the
populace. He had been immeasurably weary
of the banquet in the tent, the stifling heat,and
n-#w d riot. Had ho not been bound to per-
fur:r o Luties imposed on him by Lady Cleve-.
don . &a agrecable manner, 8o s to sceure his
future consideration in & very pleasant house,
he would have seen this vulgar herd sunl
the nethermost shades of Orcus =..oner thar .
would have endured so much of thu.r company;
Lut of course he must fall in with the humonr
of the chiitclaine if he wished to secure ahec: jy
welcome &t Clevedon in seasons to come ; and
as the housc was agreeable, the ed«ne irre-
proachable, his bedchambe rspacions and sucing
the south-cast, he did nut viject to take soiwr
trouble to plense his hostess. The thing was
done, however ; and he wushed his hands of:-
these bucalic swains and their apple-checked
sweethearts, He left them to tread their mea-
sures without him, and strolled away towards
the sunny old garden, whore Lady Clcvedon
wns accustomed to hold her kettledrum.

There was no kettledrum in the garden this
afternoon. Times and sensons were out of
Jjoint ; those formal monls which mark the pass-
ing hours upon the social dial were vxploded,
or topsy-turvified. It was now five o'clock, and
the luncheon in the grent dinning-hall was only
just over ; servants were dispensing coffeo on
the termee, where the aristocratic guests had
gathered to watch the dancing, and some of them
todo a little flirtation on their own account.
Mr. Vallory had no more inclination to join
this privileged cluss than tocaper with panting
nymphs and shepherdson thoe sunlit grass, In
plain English, Mr. Vullory was out of temper,
and wanted tocalm himsolf down with a qulet
cigar. He was very glad to find the gardun de-
serted, the roses and curnutions wasting their
spicery on the empty summer air.  He smoked
u couple of cignrs, strolling up and down the
broad gravel walk leading to Jandy Clevedon's
favourite summer-houso ; and when he grow
tiredl of this recrention, seated himself comfort-
ably in the summer-house, with his back against
the wall and his legs stretched luxurlously
upon o rustic chair. He sat thus, basking in
the afternoon sunshine and meditating his in.

juries. ’
’ «T,ct mo only get up n good caso; put this
littlo story of Miss Brierwood — no, Redmayne

—and the lodger into o practicable form, and I

s Lo erowd prew

shall lose no farther time in letting my cousin
Augusta know what kind of a husband she se-
cured for herself when she jilted me. I wonder
how she would take it if I uncarthed Miss Red-
mayne for her,and convinced her that my friend
Harcross is 4 scoundrel. I daresay she'd make
a good deal of fuss about it,and threaten no ond
of legal separations, and in the end forgive
him ; womoen, goenerally do ; ond yot she's a
little out of the common line. I hardly think
she'd stomach any carrying-on of that kind,
No ; I think if 1 once opuned her eyes upon

the subject, my frivcnd Harcross w
bad timo of il:.x ould bave a

‘I'he sunshine, which glared full upon the
summer-houss at this time, began to grow
troublesome, so Mr., Vallory loft that retreat
and sauntored towards the house. The cocka-
too was screnming on his perch, and he went
across the grass to it, nnd umused himeelf a lit-
tle at the creature's expense ; then growing
spcedl.]y weary of its indignunt gobblings and
snappiugs, he looked into the librury, and sce-
ing no one in the spacious cool-looking cham.
ber, went in, and planted himself comfortably
in an easy-chair by one of the windows, shut
in completely from the rest of the room by one
of thosesoven-fect-ligh bookcases which jutted
out from the wall, 1In this sheltered nook he
found Punch, and a new magazine or two, just
snflicient liternture wherewith to read himself
to sleep. ¢ opencd onc of the maguzines,
turned over the leaves listlessly, rend half a
page or so, and anon shmnbered, letting the
book glide gently from his reluxing hand. This
happened about an hour before Richard Red-
mayne confronted Lady Clevedon in that
room,

Nothing could be more placid than Weston
Vallory’s repose, The burden of his aunoy-
ances slipped nway from him in the sensual de-
light of that perfect rest in a supremely comn-
fortable chair, in a cool quiet room, with the
balmy breath of summer stealing gontly across
his face as ho slept. Forulong time his slecp
was dreamloss, his rain cmpty of every impres-
sion ; than camea semi-consciousness of some-
thing, he knew not what, going on near him, a
vague iden that he ought to be awake and up,
and that he must break looso from that delici-
ous bondage of drowsiness ; and then, growing
gradually louder, clearer, sharper, the sound of
& man’s passionate voice,

He pulled himself up suddenly at last, and
sat with open cyes and cars listening to a
speaker wbo wasg only divided from him by that
screen of books.  Hig chair was placed in the
cxtreme angle formed by the bookcase and the
wall, so that he wuas entirely hidden from any
onc in the centre of the room.

He awoke in time to hear the speaker say,
“You have heard of mc perhaps, Lady Cleve-
don ; my name is Richard Redmayne.”

He heard this, und all that followed this, and
was quick to percelve that tho farmer had taken
8ir Francis Clevedon for Hubert Harcross.

% A strange turn for ¢vents to take,” he said
to himself; and I should imagine very likely
to lend up to acrisis. Now I know whatkind
of man this Redmayne is, I shall be able to
tackle him. A passionate fellow, it secms ; a
fellow who would stick at nothing, I should
think, when his blood is up.”

He smiled—a slow meditative smile.

F « Upon my word, 1 dont't belicve Mr. Har-
cross has heard tho last of this Redmayne's
daughter,” he thought, as he rose from his seat
in the cornor and pecred cautiously into the
room. It was quite empty ; but Mr, Vallory
preferred to mako his retreat by the garden,
whence he departed in quest of Richard Red-
mayne,

«I'1 take the trouble to cnlighten him as to
the traitor’s identity,” he said to himself, ¢ Fran-
cis Clevedon is a good fellow, and it's too bad
that he should carry the burden of unother
man’s sin upon his shonlders.”

He spent some time looking for Mr. Red-
mayne among the crowd, but failed to find bim,
and was ultimately pounced upon by Colanel
Davenant and told-off upon some new duty of
his stewardship, to his extrem= aggravation.

When the shadows thickened in the wood
Mr. Harcross and his companion went back to
the lawn, where the talk and the laughter and
the music had grown louder. The local band
had now emsrged from retirement, and wore
braying furiously, refreshed with strong drink,
and more bold thaun careful in their instru-
mentation, Mr. Harcross and Jane Bond danced
the Luncers in the twilight, while the lamps
were being lighted in the wood, to the cedifica-
tion of Joseph Flood, who sat on a bench alit-
tle way ~ff, Diting his nails and watching them ;
and aftm the Lancers were over, Mr. Harcross
gave Vi Sond a lesson in waltzing, the dam-
sel by grown somewhat reckless by tiis
titne, and not caring whether her father did or
did not see her indulging in this forbidden ex-
ercisc. Mrs. Harcross, who was sauntering to
and fro with a Kentish magnate, distinguished
Ler husbund's figure among the dancers. She
was a little surprisced that ho should push the
daty of his stewardship so-far, but had no jea-
lousy of rustic beautics, only a languid disap-
proval of S0 unnecessary a condescension She
might have approved had he been canvassing
the county, nnd these people his constituents,
And o the lay waued, the coloured lamps
shens wny ol the dusky branchoes of the trees
ezt cdiied round tho marging of the loun-
tipe Youllin) minds began to langnish for
the $ivwoiks ; wore world-weary spirits had
2 oo lrequent accourse o the tents where re-
froxluaants were liberally dispensed.  'T'he Co-
iotl Logan fo srow alittle uncasy in his mind
v merrier. He had organised
vyerybhing to perfoction oxcept the dispersal of
hiss oests,

* But they'll all go directly after the fire-
works, of «uurde,” he said to Mr. ‘VOl‘t, who
stootl Leside him at the ontrance to the chief
1ent.

The stewnd grouned aloud,

#io" he wnid; #yes, if I can find barrers
enotigl 9 wheel ‘e all away upon., That's
about tlw ouly chunce there is of their going, I
lake it ”

Joseph [Plood had consumed his share of the
strong uic deall out to tho thirsty dancors, had
tried to drown the green-eyed monster in cool |
drnughts of wholesome malt liquor ; but the
more lie drowned the demon the stronger it .
grew, until the groom’s Lrnin was on fire, and
his mind distracted with darker thoughts that
had ever entered it before.

‘The first lesson in the divine art of waltzing,
under the harvest moon, whoso calm yellow
splendour rosc high nbove those lesser carthly
lights of groon and red and blue and silver
twinkling amoung the dark folinge, that novel

sonsation of rovolving gontly to tho sound of
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